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are sixteen posts there. In addition, you are to organize the laundries, kitchens and sewing centers, and help the soldiers in your sector as best you can. Good-bye, Lieutenant, and good luck Bring your daughter here, sometime Fd like to meet the young lady."
I walked out of the Headquarters, and in my heart I marveled at the organization of the Home Army. We were already taking it as a matter of course. Yet this intricate structure was built in the Underground during five years of deadly serfdom. Namelessly, painfully, with no help to sustain us, but in the hope that our allies would eventually bring us freedom, we toiled and waited for deliverance from oppression. And now the end of the war was at hand.
"Duck down, sister!" someone called to me at the corner of Warecka Street, and I did. A shell whistled over my head. I could not see it, but felt the current of air in its wake.
I ran across Napoleon Square and crouched inside the same gate where I had that morning watched the small boy crawl to his death and his glory.
There were neither wounded nor dead near the smouldering pillbox. The wounded must have been removed to the hospitals already. As for the dead, many small wooden crosses marked freshly dug graves in the street Each cross bore a red-and-white armband of the Home Army.
The houses on Warecka Street were connected with the adjoining streets by tunnels cut through cellar walls. In one of these passages I ran into Mrs Rawska, whom I had met first some two years before when Ba&arfca s girl scouts were meeting secretly at our Bouse* Mrs. Rawska used to give talk to the girl scouts. She now conducted some sewing circles where hear scouts worked for the Home Army, mafang uniforms, flags, armbands, sheets. Her two daughters helped her in this work. They